Title: Murderbot Farscape 

Category: TV Shows » Farscape 
Author: Rjalker 

Language: English, Rating: Rated: T 
Genre: General 

Published: 04-25-23, Updated: 04-25-23 
Chapters: 1, Words: 1,944 


Chapter 1: Chapter 1 


“You know, stealing people's stuff isn't generally the 
best way to go about generating goodwill." 


Startled, Murderbot jerked its head towards the door, 
the sudden movement causing it to drop the roll of 
bandaging it had been trying to maneuver with only 
the use of one hand. The bandages bounced off its 
Shoe and rolled to an awkward stop in the middle of 
the floor, the tail end still pinned under Murderbot's 
hand. 


Neither Moya nor Pilot were willing to let it hack any 
of the DRDs, or Moya's sensors, so Murderbot only 
had its own eyes and ears to keep track of its 
environment. Try as it might, it hadn't been able to 
figure out how to access any of Moya's systems, even 
superficially. 


The door to "its" room was stuck in the open position, 
and no matter how many strings of code it threw at it, 
it didn't budge. The technology that made up Moya 
was as alien to Murderbot as well...all of the other 
aliens on this ship. 


Crichton, one of the two humans onboard the alien 
Ship, was standing in the hallway, leaning against the 
rounded edge of the door with a casual ease that did 
not actually help Murderbot's startled anxiety back 
down. 


"What?" It asked. It wasn't that it hadn't heard what X 
had said, it just couldn't think of any appropriate 
response. 


Crichton gestured to the roll of cloth now on the floor 
next to Murderbot's feet, the tail end still clutched in 
its numb fingers. "That used to be my shirt. You got it 
from my room. Next time, ask me first." 


There wasn't really any response Murderbot could 
think of to that, so it didn't say anything, just sat 
there on the side of the bed, staring. 


The human's gaze visibly fell to Murderbot's wrist, 
the one that Murderbot had been trying all in vain to 
bandage. The seam was bleeding again, and so were 
the surrounding tissues. 


Neon purple and blue blood was beading up on the 
surface of its skin as the mechanical parts on the 


inside ground together in the wrong way. Its pain 
dampeners were working at the moment, but that 
could stop at any moment, and it had wanted to get 
the wound bandaged before it would be in too much 
pain to even think about it. 


Unfortunately, even though it wasn't able to actually 
feel the pain, that didn't mean it wasn't there. Trying 
to do something as simple as hold the end of the 
bandage roll was almost impossible. Its fingers didn't 
want to move, and when they did, they were either 
Sluggish and heavy, or twitching uncontrollably. 


It had taken ten solid minutes to get the roll of 
bandages positioned so that it could try wrapping 
them around its wrist with its other hand, and all that 
had been ruined when the human startled it. 


It sighed aloud, unable to keep it internal only. 


“That doesn't look good. You need any help with 
that?" Crichton's voice had changed tones, gentler 
now than it had been before. 


This time Murderbot managed to keep its sigh 
internal. Yes, it needed help bandaging its wrist. No, 
it did not want the help. Especially not from a human 
it didn't know. 


But it couldn't afford to lose any more blood than it 
already had. Moya was alien technology. Even if she 


wanted to, she wouldn't be able to help it generate 
the nutrients it needed to keep itself functioning. 


“You can help if you promise not to touch me." 
Murderbot said, agonizingly aware that its pain 
dampeners could switch off again any second. "I just 
need to bandage this to stop the bleeding." It wasn't 
going to apologize for taking the bandages. 


It tried to lift its injured arm off the hard surface of 
the table for emphasis, but couldn't actually manage 
to make it do anything except tingle warningly with 
pins and needles. 


Crichton was moving forward briskly, as though X'd 
been waiting for just such an invitation, stooping to 
scoop the roll of bandages off the floor with an ease 
that Murderbot envied. 


“What do you need me to do?" Crichton asked, 
winding the bandages back around the roll. 


Murderbot tried to lift its injured arm again 
experimentally, but got the same result. It felt like its 
whole arm below the elbow had been physically 
disconnected. 


It ended up having to use its other arm to awkwardly 
drag its hand closer to the edge so that it would be 
able to wrap the bandages around its wrist without 
the table getting in the way. Its wrist hung limply in 
the grasp of gravity like something dead. That was 


not doing anything to make Murderbot feel any better 
about the situation. "I'll put the bandage on, you 
just..." It felt like its brain was being fried. Its 
performance reliability was taking a nosedive. "Hold 
it for me." 


If it didn't get this over with soon, it was probably 
going to crash. And crashing in front of a strange 
human was the last thing on its 'Things I want to do at 
any point in my life’ list. 


With another pair of hands to hold the roll of 
bandages and guide them while it worked with its 
free hand, the process didn't take long at all. When 
the bandages were on as tightly as Murderbot could 
get them, already soaking up the mixtures of blood, 
Crichton used the small utility knife Murderbot had 
also stolen from X room to cut off the end, letting 
Murderbot pull it away to tuck under the edges. 


"My name's John, by the way, since we haven't been 
properly introduced." Crichton said, once they were 
done with the first aid, "My pronouns are 
ze/xir/xirself. I'm a human, the only one you'll find in 
this part of the galaxy. I breathe in oxygen, and exhale 
carbon dioxide. I've got a friend in here-" ze tapped 
xir head- "Named Harvey. His pronouns are 
he/him/his/himself. The rest of the details will come 
up when they're important. What about you?" 


Murderbot stared, bewildered by almost all parts of 
the statement, and the best response it could come up 
with was, "I thought your name was Crichton." 


Crichton—John? Smiled. "It is, Crichton is my family 
name. Both work fine, but I do prefer being called 
John. So, what should I call you? No one really got a 
chance to ask earlier, what with the whole hostage 
Situation. Thanks for saving our butts, by the way." 


Murderbot wanted to think fast, but the impending 
systems shut down prevented that. "My pronouns are 
it/its/itself. My name is private but this hurts too 
much to think of a good alias right now." 


Its pain dampeners were starting to fail, one section 
at a time. The suspense was almost worse than if 
they'd just failed all at once. 


“Fair enough. Is there anything we can do to ease the 
pain? Any chemicals you could use as medicine? If we 
don't have it we might be able to synthesize it if 
you're lucky. Are you hungry? I can't say we've got 
good food, but it's at least...half way edible. We hope." 


This was one of the many shitty things about being a 
construct. No one had ever given enough shits about 
what they felt to care about making painkillers that 
would work on them. "No." 


"No there's no pain medicines we could scrounge up, 
or no you're not hungry?" 


Murderbot no longer had enough energy to uphold an 
entire end of a conversation. "No." 


"Alright." John didn't seem angry at its curt reply. "I 
can take a hint, I'll leave you be. Is there anything I 
can do to help before I go, though? I mean, you did 
get thrown through a wall for me." Yes, that's why 
Murderbot's wrist was currently trying to murder it. 
Being thrown through a wall, it turns out, was not a 
good idea if you had an unhealed injury that liked to 
burst into pain whenever it wanted. 


But the expression on John Crichton's face was so 
sincere it was doing weird things to Murderbot's 
insides, and not just because it was about to collapse. 


Why did so many humans have to care about it? This 
one was a complete stranger. Yes, Murderbot had 
Shoved xir out of the way of the crashing spaceship 
and taken the hit itself, but that didn't mean ze 
needed to look at it like that. They weren't friends just 
because Murderbot had saved xir life. 


But there was one thing ze could help with. 


Murderbot summoned up its remaining strength to 
ask, "How do I shut the door?" 


John looked over at the doorway, then back at 
Murderbot, then stood and strode over, pressing xir 
hand against a raised spot on the wall that Murderbot 
hadn't noticed. "You just have to press this, or ask 


Pilot or Moya if it doesn't work. There's one on the 
outside too. The lock on this door's disconnected right 
now because it was designed to lock from the outside, 
but if you want to stick around, we can get it to lock 
from the inside." Ze pressed xir hand against the 
button, and two sections of wall slide across to close 
the door. Ze pressed it again, and the sections slid 
back into the wall again. Ze turned to smile back at 
Murderbot. "See? Easy peasy lemon squeazy." 


It turned out Murderbot had enough energy to roll its 
eyes. 


John stepped out into the corridor, and reached out to 
the wall on that side. The door began to shut again. 
Right before it was closed completely, John called, 
“Goodnight, sunshine." 


Murderbot had no idea how to respond to that, so 
instead of trying to think of one, it let gravity take 
control and fell back against the bed. It was soft and 
warm and a perfect contrast to the slightest chill in 
the air, like it was made specifically to be 
comfortable. 


It was part of the alien ship. Part of Moya. Probably 
an organic part of Moya. That was creepy. Murderbot 
Should probably be worried about that. 


But it would rather shut itself down now, voluntarily, 
before it had an involuntary shutdown or its pain 


dampeners stopped working, so it sighed out another 
breath, and embraced the oblivion of a voluntary 
Shutdown. 


Author's note, August 10th, 2023, since 
apparently I have to put disclaimers on all my 
Murderbot fics: If you misgender Murderbot by 
using they/them, he/him, or she/her pronouns 
for it, you're a bad person. If you leave a review, 
even a positive one, where you misgender 
Murderbot by refusing to use its it/its pronouns, 
you are a bad person and I would rather you not 
say anything at all. 


Real people who use it/its pronouns exist. We are 
not just hypotheticals for you to theorize about 
in regards to fictional characters. If you can't 
even bring yourself to respect the literal 
protagonist of the series you claim to love, you 
are not an ally to trans and nonbinary people. 
No, not even if you're also trans or nonbinary. 


Either use Murderbot's it/its pronouns, or shut 
up entirely. 


